178           THE    RADIUM    WOMAN
Sailors, and then in distant, worshipable dignity,
were the Crocodiles, those to whom all the arts of
the sea were known. Not only could they swim,
they could "crawl" and manage sails and oars
among the stiff est currents. Marie had never been
a Philistine and had little hope of ever being a
crocodile. She had begun as an elephant and had
risen to be a sailor.
At a word from Seignobos, the sailors of the
day loosed from the fleet of two sailing boats and
six rowing boats which were moored at the quay,
the pinnace and the dinghy, and sculled them to
the rock landing-stage.
"Aboard! aboard!" ordered Seignobos. "I'll
row stroke, Madame Curie will row bow; Perrin
and Borel to the oars, and Francis, you steer."
The crews were all professors. The white and
green boat went round in a circle, for one pulled
too hard. The steersman called his oarsmen to
attention: "Bow is not following stroke." Marie
blushed and timed her stroke. The sea rippled
under the sun, and the mariners sang:
Three little boys sail for the isles!
"Who sail with a boat-load of joys
For the isles, are three little boys. * . .
At the end of the third song, it was time to
change the oars because stronger rowers were
needed to take the boats through the current to
Roch Vras, the violet-coloured desert island
where the Larcouestians bathed. The men took as